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1 My fault! My fault!' Judith broke in.
* But, Jennifer, I cannot understand! You appear
to be blaming me\ Do you hear what I said?
That Mrs, Ponder was discovered by me tossing
my private papers about the floor, her hands among
my effects. She did not deny it. She could not.
She was most insolent. She must go ... must
leave ... at once, to-morrow morning. You
must tell her so. A fine thing to have in the
house, a servant who opens drawers and carries
her secrets, I have no doubt, to the kitchen-maids
and the grooms. You cannot hesitate. Francis
would insist. . . .'

She pulled up. For her life she wished that
she had not spoken those last words. Her rage
had carried her away. The very thought of the
woman's ugly thick back and the packets of
Georges' letters. . . . But she should not have
mentioned Francis. Was she never to learn?

In the short silence that followed, the place
seemed to fill with the summer scents, the radiant
sun floated the room with shadows of gold.
Some man called to his horse, wheels creaked on
the road. Then Jennifer spoke:

4 Yes, ... It was I who asked Ponder to
search your drawer.'

She looked at Judith, and Judith looked back
at her. Judith's pale face slowly flushed. This
was an incredible thing. It was as though the
spinet had leapt through the ceiling, or the little
rosy apples on the sofa had rolled like little live
bullets about the floor. An incredible thing. To
Judith, in spite of the many events that had been